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He felt profoundly sympathetic with what must be the
chief's disappointment over so commonplace a mishap.

" Well, let this be a lesson not to stab policemen/' said
Waterlow.

" Ah, yes, but they have tried to take that beautiful
lady."

And Waterlow realized that in the excitement of the
night he had not yet heard Stavro's account of the affray.

"Well," he said, when the boy had finished. "I
suppose I can't blame you. And so you and the lady
made friends, eh ? "

The boy kissed his hand to the ceiling.

" Good! Very good! Very sweet! Very kind! " he
ejaculated.

It struck Waterlow that just the way to make Queenie
forget about other things would be to interest her in
Stavro's wound. This miniature knight-errant would be
the very companion for her present mood. And then
suddenly he realized that they had all presumed the
presence of Queenie at Miramara, but that she might not
be here at all. The German might have sent her back
in his car. She might be now lying miserably in her
room at the Pension Bonbon. If she were here, she
would surely have run out in terror when the shots were
fired. He jumped up and sat down again with a cry of
pain.

"Ah, that is not good, my Capitaine," said Stavro
severely. Lying there in his shirt and bare bandaged leg,
he was conscious of being a much better behaved invalid
than his chief.

" Help me along to the door at the other end of the
balcony," Waterlow told Vassili.
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